Romulus had not heard the door open or anybody come in, but when he returned to his bedroom, there was a hooded figure sitting on the bed.  He cooly put a hand on his hip and said "It is not so small a feat that one of my own gets past my personal guards, but it is even a bigger feat to get to meet me in person without being summoned" he approached the figure, who with speed far surpassing his own moved behind him and pushed him down on the bed.  Through gritted teeth, he said "I do not like being played for a fool!  Who are you and what is your business here?!  What the Hell do you want?!"

The figure unhooded itself to be a woman, not a day older than thrity.  She had long, grey hair that was unkempt in a messy ponytail smiled playfully at Romulus with "Come now...has it really been that long since you and Remus suckled on my teets?"

Romulus' eyes went wide, surprised and very fearful "Mother!" he stammered "You're alive!"

"You would think I would die so easily?  Can't a mother come and see her sons without having to have any business to speak about?" she took off the cloak and hung it on his nightstand sloppily, sat in his favorite chair silently with a collected smile on her thin face.

"Well-" Romulus began as he pondered his words carefully, this woman could kill even him and Remus without breaking a sweat.  She did make them what they were after all "You had centuries to come see us, but you did not! Now you come here expecting to be welcomed with open arms! Tell me your business here!"

"Very well" the woman said, putting down a glass of wine and setting it on the table "I respectfully request that you abdicate the throne as King of the Werewolves to me" she said with a straight face, to which Romulus nearly fell over laughing.

"What do you suppose to do with all these unntrained werewolves?!" he laughed, holding his sides.

"Remus is dead" was the only thing she had to say in order to get Romulus to sober up "That damn Nox saved his life after you wounded him has finally achieved human form.  She murdered your brother so that she could take the role as Queen of the Vampires once again" she poured herself more wine.

"H-how did this happen?!" he roared, not knowing anything of the death of his brother until now "I would have FELT him dying!"

"That is what makes this sudden meeting come to be...a human decendant of the Great Mother Cybele has been born...her main purpose in this world is to re-unite the Vampires and Werewolves as one once again" she sipped the wine, which to her had no taste.

"But if that happens-!" he began, but she finished his sentance.

"Both the clans will die out and cease to exist" she finished the tasteless wine and tossed the bottle on the floor, breaking it into thousands of pieces.  "That is why you must abdicate to me, not even you are capable of bringing down Cybele's decendant by yourself"

"And if I refuse to abdicate?" Romulus said, wondering what she would do to him.

"I will kill you myself" she simply put it "I fed you and your ungrateful brother from my own milk, I can kill you without a second thought" she tweaked his nose and walked away "I shall give you a few days to think it over, in the meantime, I'll send out the blood call to all the world's werewolves to prepare for war."

Nox sat on the couch in Remus' apartment right above the nightclub he owned, just looking at the still steaming pile of goop on on the floor.  She had only put her arm through his heart, and even that was not made of wood.  She had made Remus, and she had destroyed him as well.  Partly out of her own need, but more so for the need of the vampires.  She had taken the throne by force, Remus had refused to abdicate to her.  She had explained the situation to him, just as Mother She-Wolf would have done with Romulus.  Remus had attacked her first, and this was just self defense (or so she would have the story told).

Her pale skin felt leathery to the touch, just like a bat's wing.  She spat at the form she was bound to during the early years of her life as a lesser god, but with the more vampires being made her power grew and she was finally able to take her human form once again.  But the thing that lingered on from her bat form was her blindness-only being able to see with eco-location and walking around without any shoes on.  She felt for vibrations in the earth and the air, being sure her senses of smell and hearing were kept on their toes.

The human decendant of Cybele was in America somewhere, and she would be the one to kill the little brat.  It would feel exhilirating to hear her squeeling in her grasp, the girl's last breath escaping her lips as the woman's fingers closed on her windpipe.  There would be a war with the werewolves to find the brat first, and Nox was more than ready to deal with Mother She-Wolf in her own mind.

"Come and get it" she challenged the she-wolf, her own voice bouncing off the walls of the apartment, making the basic layout of the place clear to her "Come and get it."